LOST 

By  The  Varsity  staff, 
one  E.W.  Moshier.  Any 
one  returning  same  will 
be  promptly  lynched. 
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Prophet's  Shade 
Rises  in  Judgment 

SHAKESPEARIAN  PLAY 

Suffragettes  hold  Sway  in 
Strand  Theatre  Last 
Night 


For  the  first  time  the  co-eds.  joined 
hands  in  friendly  animosity  with  the  fair 
inmates  of  the  Y.W.C.A.  and  presented 
during  intermission  for  change  of  film — 
The  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor,  at  the 
Strand. 

The  parquet  (the  20-cent  seats)  was 
occupied  chiefly  by  freshmen,  but  Miss 
Percy  Moir  with  W.  J.  Beaton  as  escort, 
was  conspicuous,  attired  in  charming  ruff 
de  ruching  covered  with  silk  de  asbestos, 
and  carrying  a  huge  bunch  of  celery. 

As  the  curtain  rose  several  members  of 
the  flee  club  gave  vent  to  a  heartrending 
selection,  and  were  tendered  several  hods 
of  bricks  from  the  gods.  They  accepted 
this  offering  with  their  usual  equan'mity 
and  were  carried  off  the  stage. 

Just  at  this  moment  Sir  John  Falstaff 
(Miss  P.  Goforth)  sprang  upon  the  stage 
mumbling  “My  Kingdom  for  a  horse¬ 
radish.”  He  was  tendered  a  holocaust  of 
decomposed  eggs  and  vegetables  instead. 

The  first  act  moved  quite  smoothly  with 
the  exception  that  Romeo  (Miss  D.  B. 
Coleman)  mistook  her  cue  and  told  Sir 
Evans,  the  parson  (Miss  A.  R.  M.  Lower) 
that  she  had  “a  lean  and  hungry  look”. 

The  Parson  took  umbrage  and  spoiled 
the  beautiful  coiffure  of  Miss  Coleman. 

In  the  second  act  all  applauded  the 
ease  and  elegance  with  which  Caesar 
(Miss  Herb  Taylor)  pronounced  the 
piteous  phrase  “Eat,  you  brute,”  and 
died  with  a  very  becoming  grace  and 
lamented  by  none. 

Miss  Herb  Taylor  acted  in  a  double 
capacity.  After  her  carcass  was  removed 
as  Caesar,  it  was  again  resurrected  to  play 
the  part  of  Mr.  Page.  She  played  the 
part  of  the  injured  lover  with  such  per¬ 
fection  as  only  could  be  aquired  by  long 
experience.  When  interviewed  by  the  re¬ 
porter  of  The  Blast,  she  stated  that  it 
was  quite  easy  as  she  needed  only  to  re¬ 
member  one  of  the  many  lovers  that  had 
gone  back  on  her. 

The  third  act  was  carried  through  with 
the  grace  and  dignity  that  has  always 
characterized  the  attempts  of  the  Women’s 
Dramatic  Club.  At  the  fateful  instant 
that  Macbeth  (Miss  J.  P.  Ferguson)  ran 
her  razor  through  Tybalt  (Miss  H.  N. 
MacCorkindale)  a  shriek  arose  from 
Medusa  (Miss  J.  Pedley)  and  she  fell 
fainting  into  the  footlights.  She  was 
soon  revived  by  Miss  Corsan  who  used 
Shafer’s  method  of  resuscitation  and  also 

Continued  on  page  2,  column  4, 


W.  J.  Beaton  presenting  Hugh  McLaughlin  with  a  loving  cup, 
as  the  man  who  has  done  more  for  the  Unionists  than  any  one 


else  in  University  College. 

Remarkable  Progress 
of  New  Faculty 

B.  &  P.  COURSE  PROVES 
POPULAR 


Professors  in  Latest  Venture 
Agreeably  Surprised  at 
Attendance 


The  professors  in  the  New  Faculty  of 
|  Billiards  and  Pool  have  been  having  a 
busy  time  lately  in  enrolling  the  large 
number  of  freshmen  in  that  course. 
Interviewed  by  The  Blast,  Dean 
Schreitersaid:”  I  have  never  seen  anything 
like  it  in  all  my  born  days.  I  imagine 
that  the  sliding  scale  of  fees,  whereby 
undergraduates  pay  less  as  they  progress 
|  explains  it.” 

A  very  competent  staff  has  been 
gathered  together  and  lectures  are  given 
in  the  Union,  every  day  between  9  a.m. 
j  and  8  p.m.  Laboratory  work  is  given 
1  along  with  the  lectures.  The  following  is 
!  the  personnel  of  the  Staff  :  Dean  of 


I  To  whom  it  may  concern  Mr.  W. 
(Booze)  Hastings  desires  to  inform  the 
public  that  he  has  severed  his  connec¬ 
tion  with  the  firm  of  Lefty  Louie  and 
Co.  and  has  gone  into  business  for  him¬ 
self.  With  the  aid  of  his  specially 
trained  Anthropoid  Ape,  he  will  take 
on  any  kind  of  murder,  abductions,  etc. 
Rates  on  application  at  The  Varsity 
office. 


LEXICOGRAPHY 

Overheard  on  the  Houseboat 
on  the  Styx. 

Ghost  of  Boswell-Johnson. — I  neversaid 
tiat  the  substantive  ’Agarty  was  syn¬ 
onymous  with  the  phrase  a  vindicative 
imagination.  Did  you  Doc.? 


Faculty — Prof.  Stanley  Schreiter, 
S.H.A.R.K.;  Prof,  of  Billiards — Wm. 
West,  S.H.A.R.;  Prof,  of  Draw  Stuff — 
A.  M.  Latchford,  S.H.A.;  Lecturer  in 
Billiards — A.  W.  Godfrey,  S.H.;  Class 
assistant  in  Pool — J.  N.  Goold,  S. 


Of  Cannon  Heard  at  Final 
Opening  Spasm 
To-day 

REAL  PARLIAMENT 

Disclaims  all  Connections  with 
Childish  Legislature  at 
East  Side  of  Queen’s 
Park 


Perfect  weather,  marred  only  by  show¬ 
ers  of  bricks,  marked  the  opening  of 
Parliament  to-day.  Precisely  at  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour  after  scheduled  time 
Governor  Chambers  drove  up  to  the  door. 
His  arrival  was  signalled  by  a  salute  of 
twenty-one  bombs  from  a  squad  of 
Anarchists,  led  by  one  Lazenby  who  had 
returned  specially  for  the  event.  Amid 
great  pump  the  Governor  took  his  place 
and  anything  else  that  was  not  nailed 
down. 

Parliament  immediately  buckled  down 
to  hard  tacks.  After  being  discussed 
from  both  the  Androcentric  and  the 
Eupeptic  points  of  view,  grave  questions 
were  promptly  buried.  Bellicose  re¬ 
marks,  followed  by  mutual  exhortations, 
recriminations,  sanctifications,  exhalta- 
tions,  orations,  Union  Stations,  Carrie 
Nations,  salvations  and  damnations,  lent 
great  euphony  to  the  cacaphony. 

The  Parliamentary  prevaricators  are 
as  follows: 


GOVERNMENT 

Genuine  hot-Scotch  Lloyd,  B.O.M.B., 

Prime  Minister. 
Hon.On-de  Mississippi  Irwin,  C.H.I.C.K.- 

E. N.,  Minister  to  the  Interior. 

Hon.  Some  Jollier  Cook,  P.R.I.S.O.N. 

F. A.R.M., 

Secretary  of  Stateliness  and  Standing 

Jokes. 

Hon.  Wanting  Rank  McDonald, 
S.T.A.L.E., 

Minister  of  Stars  and  Stripes. 
Hon.  Joke  Truckler  Jenkins, 
P.O.E.T.A.S.T.E.R., 

Minister  of  Poetry  and  Piffle. 
Hon.  Early  Awa’  Tamson, 

O.L.D.  H.U.N.D.R.E.D., 

Meenister  o’  Parritchand  Presbyters. 
Hon.  Fat  Head  McCallum,  C.O.P., 

Minister  of  Batons  and  Bangs. 
Hon.  Gee-Gee  Galloway,  H.O.R.S.E., 
Minister  of  Mathematics  and  Mistakes. 

Continued  on  page  4,  column  1. 
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EVENING  B  L  A  S  'I' 


The  Evening  Blast 

Published  Spasmodically,  in  the  interests 
of  Mortality  by  the  “Darlings  of 
Paris’’  Publishing  Co’y. 

Managing  Editor — \Y.  Morgan  Shuster. 

Editor-in-Chief — Maurice  Maeterlinck. 

Associate  Editors — -Sir  Frederick  Borden, 
R.  C.  Edwards  (late  of  Calgary  Eye 
Opener). 

Sporting  Editor — Woodrow  Wilson. 

Special  War  Correspondent  —  Armand 
Lavergne. 

Theatrical  Censors — Rev.  R.  B.  St.  Clair, 
Chief  Grasett. 

Deck  Hands — Theo.  Roosevelt,  Insp. 
Archibald,  Dan.  Robinson. 


A  REVELATION  ! 

We  have  been  lately  in  receipt  of  a 
number  of  communications  asking  us  to 
elucidate  for  the  benefit  of  the  general 
public  the  problem  of  The  Varsity.  These 
correspondents  assure  us  of  their  entire 
inability  to  make  head  or  tail  of  its 
jumbled  nonsense,  or  to  discover  in  its 
perfervid  and  jingoistic  editorials  any 
trace  or  color  of  a  policy. 

It  is  with  a  sense  of  relief  that  we  under¬ 
take  this  gigantic  and  unproportionate 
task,  for  it  will  relieve  us  of  a  great  deal  of 
responsibility  that  we  feel  every  issue  of 
that  puerile  and  impotent  organ  of  a  use¬ 
less  and  sterile  Undergrads.  Parliament. 
As  is  well  known,  the  incompetent  staff 
of  our  unworthy  contemporary  has  always 
relied  implicitly  on  the  advice  of  The 
Blast  and  hence  an  unwillingness  to  hurt 
our  own  feelings.  But  truth  will  out. 

There  was  once  a  time,  when  the  great 
R.  L.  Campbell  stalked  our  famous  Nor¬ 
man  halls,  that  The  Varsity  followed  in 
the  hasty  and  ill-directed  steps  of  the 
London  Times.  Then  the  paper  refused 
to  publish  news  at  all,  for  fear  of  being 
yellow.  One  line  heads  were  the  order  of 
the  day.  Now  everything  is  changed. 
Daily  R.L.C.  receives  spasmodic  shocks 
in  his  sylvan  retreat  when  he  gets  his 
copy  of  The  Varsity.  True  it  is,  that 
news  is  not  yet  published,  but  look  at  the 
heads,  two  column,  three  line,  five  pyra¬ 
mid,  etc.  No  wonder  the  readers  do  not 
recognise  the  ancient  order.  What  is  the 
cause?  Simple,  very.  The  Managing 
Editor  has  St.  Vitus'  dance,  so  that  when 
he  sits  to  write  one-heads,  he  dances  into 
three’s. 

Now  as  to  the  policy  of  this  scurrilous 
rag,  we  must  say  the  obvious.  The  policy 
is  eternal  adulation  of  the  ever  handsome, 
dashing,  well-beloved  E.  W.  Moshier, 
who  has  retired  to  live  on  the  proceeds  of 
Stollery’s  ad. 

OUR  STAFF 

The  many  complaints  that  have  been 
abroad  lately  regarding  the  shallowness  of 
The  Varsity  are  easily  explained  by  a 
glance  at  our  columns.  The  financial 
strain,  through  which  our  ordinary  con¬ 
temporary  is  passing,  has  caused  it  to 
fire  all  its  best  writers.  It  will  be  noted 
that  The  Blast,  which  never  misses  an 
opportunity,  has  secured  all  these.  Fore¬ 
most  among  these  are  the  defunct  “On¬ 
looker”,  the  peeved  “High-brow”,  the 
gesticulating  "Anthropoid  Ape”,  the 
homely  “Dopester”,  and  the  Banal 
J‘  Tragedian”. 


ONLOOKER’S  CORNER 

I  went  into  the  Magician's  office  and 
asked  for  some  Magic. 

“Give  me  your  glasses, ”he  said  brusque¬ 
ly.  I  did  so.  He  held  them  gingerly 
in  his  left  hand  while  he  waved  his  right 
over  them  in  mystic  circles,  at  the  same 
time  pronouncing  the  word  Allumte- 
challumtechee.  The  incantation  being 
over  he  handed  my  glasses  back  with  the 
information  that  I  could  now  see  with 
their  aid  all  people  as  they  would  really 
appear  if  their  true  inner  thoughts  were 
transformed  into  outward  and  actual 
fact.  “My  professional  fees  are  forty - 
two  dollars,”  he  added. 

I  wandered  into  the  rotunda,  my  glasses 
in  my  hand.  Down  the  corridor  came  the 
Picturesque  Professor,  whispering  airy 
nothings  to  a  Fuzzy  Freshette  who  could 
not  translate  them.  I  put  my  glasses  on. 
Good  heavens!  The  professor  was  sitting 
before  a  restaurant  on  the  Boule  Mkhe 
consuming  tremendous  quantities  of  nn 
ordinaire  with  every  evidence  of  delight. 
The  freshette  was  one  of  a  party  taking  a 
straw  ride  back  at  Five  Corners,  and  was 
actually  allowing  her  hand  to  be  held  by  a 
young  god  who  lives  there. 

I  removed  my  specs  and  glanced  out  of 
the  window.  On  the  campus  our  Alma 
Mater’s  Prodigal  Son,  Charles  Lazenby,  to 
wit,  was  walking  in  deep  thought.  I 
raised  my  hand  to  my  eyes  and  saw  him 
on  his  knees,  clad  only  in  a  loin  cloth,  in¬ 
voking  Krishna,  Voltaire,  and  other 
Oriental  gods  to  witness  that  the  Uni¬ 
versity'  had  fallen  on  evil  times  since  the 
good  old  days  when  they  had  a  pipe  line 
from  Caer  Howell  to  the  economics  lecture 
room. 

Before  I  could  remove  my  glasses  Herb 
Taylor  appeared,  disguised  as  Gyp  the 
Blood.  He  had  every  man,  woman  and 
child  in  the  University  (including  Craig 
Allan  McKay)  lined  up  before  him,  and 
with  fiendish  glee  he  was  extracting  two 
dollars  from  each  individual  at  the  point 
of  his  gun.  Afterward  he  shot  them. 

Next*  I  saw  Bob  Fraser.  He  was 
standing  in  the  British  House  of  Commons 
during  the  recent  riots  that  took  place 
there.  Pointing  the  finger  of  scorn  at 
Asquith  and  Churchill  he  thundered, 
“You  are  apes,  also  traitors.  There  is  no 
precedent  for  your  action.  Didn’t  Duff 
Wood  and  me  resign  when  we  were  de¬ 
feated  by  a  majority  of  two  because  the 
Unionists  had  locked  three  of  our  men  h 
the  basement?” 

It  was  too  much  and  I  dashed  my 
glasses  to  the  floor. 


OBITUARY 

It  is  with  tears  and  lamentation  that  we 
report  the  untimely  departure  to  the  lower 
regions  of  our  friends — -the  Gold  Dust 
Twins — Duncan  and  Kester. 

Like  Romulus  and  Remus  they  were 
reared  by  a  Scandinavian  porpoise  and 
basked  in  the  sunshine  at  the  base  of 
Britain’s  chalk  cliffs. 

Their  likeness  was  striking — -although 
it  was  a  mutual  insult,  the  only  method 
of  distinction  being  the  lurid  plumage  of 
one  of  the  twins,  suggesting  descent  from 
the  bird  of  paradise. 

Tears  overcome  us — may  their  shovels 
never  wear. 


HABITUAL  HIGH-BROW 


Back  to  the  Club  at 
last.  I  headed  for  my 
favorite  corner,  far 
from  the  brilliant 
lights  of  the  cafe,  and 
sunk  into  my'  easy- 
chair. 

“  Garcon  !  ”  The 
waiters  all  know  me. 
Francois  took  one 
look,  then  departed  for 
the  absinthe.  Return¬ 
ing,  he  also  brought 
a  large  bottle  of  Imperial  to  the  occupants 
of  an  alcove  so  close  behind  me  that 
snatches  of  their  conversation  had  already 
reached  me.  I  asked  Francois  who  they 
were. 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders.  “  Vraiment, 
je  ne  sais  pas.  Ces  sont  du  ’Varsitee,  je 
pense — ‘Jimmie’,  e’est  le  nom  de  l’un, 
mais  l’autre —  ” 

Just  then  the  voice  behind  me  became 
audible  again. 

“ — tell  you,  Jimmie,  they' don’t  respect 
us  enough.  They  have  a  sort  of  idea  that 
the  University  is  being  run  for  their 
benefit.  Fools!” 

The  voice  was  cold  and  cruel,  and  just 
then  its  owner  leaned  forward  so  that  I 
caught  his  reflection  in  a  polished  brass 
jardiniere.  Grey'  hair,  a  grey,  clean¬ 
shaven,  bulgy  face  with  a  sneer  graven 
upon  his  hard  mouth.  A  cigarette  between 
bloodless  lips.  He  continued  majestically': 

“Poor,  poor  fools!  Not  content  that 
we  let  them  take  lectures  here,  they  must 
have  their  committee  rooms  and  meetings, 
and  if  I  object,  they  sometimes  even  dare 
to  be  impudent  to  my' — ” 

“I  know,”  assented  the  other,  in  a 
squeaky  voice.  “You’d  be  surprised, 
Graham,  to  see  the  way  they  bother  me 
about  examination  marks.  What  right 
have  they  to  pester  me?  Me,  who  could 
pluck  the  whole  twenty'-five  hundred  with 
a  wave  of  my  hand!” 

“Yes,  Jimmie,  you’ve  got  them  there. 
But  what  can  I  do,  when  they  refuse  to 
touch  their  caps  to  me  on  the  street? 
What  can  I  do  when  they  act  as  if  they 
thought  1  was  a  servant?  I’m  not  a  ser¬ 
vant,  am  I,  Jimmie?” 

“Sure  not,  Graham,  you’re  a  Superin¬ 
tendent.” 

“Well,  anyway,  if  I  ever  get  any  one 
smoking  a  cigarette  in  the  main  building 
I’ll  show  him  who’s  running  this  place.” 

By  that  time  I  had  drunk  two  quarts 
of  absinthe,  whereupon  I  fell  asleep. 


RURALITY 


Impressionistic  photograph  of  A.  M. 
Doyle,  as  he  appears  at  Doyle’s. 
Ontario. 


COLLIER  C.  GRANT 

A  SAD  TALE 

You  may  say,  “We  have  not  espied 
this  name  among  the  worthies  of  this 
universe.”  But  turn,  pray,  from  the 
psalter,  for  you  seek  in  vain;  turn  from 
the  annals  of  history,  for  yet  the  creature 
lives,  and  turn  to  the  dark  pages  of  the 
police  records — -and  there  find  inscribed — • 
Collier  C.  Grant. 

There  too  you  may  find  ev  idences  of  his 
fair  physiognomy' — a  full  frontal  view  and 
even  a  profile. 

We  enquire  “How  didheassume  such  a 
prominent  position  and  come  in  such 
close  contact  with  even-handed  justice?” 
The  answer  is  simple!  Being  a  Sopho¬ 
more  and  having  lost  only  a  slight  shade 
of  the  verdant  hue  characterizing  a  fresh¬ 
man  and  still  imbued  with  the  primitive 
instincts  of  the  cradle,  he  was  idly  amus¬ 
ing  himself  by  pulling  poles  off  trolley 
wires  and  further  disturbing  the  usual 
equanimity'  of  Yonge  Street. 

He  was  tendered  a  polite  invitation  by 
constable  No.  265,  but  did  not  see  his 
way'  clear  to  accept.  The  cop  then  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  show  his  descent  from  asinine 
ancestors  by  clubbing  the  hoary  locks  of 
our  hero — which  by'  the  way  are  elephant's 
breath  tint  and  have  never  felt  the  cruel 
shears — -and  then  turned  his  shoes  upon 
our  hero’s  carcass  and  trampled  him  in 
the  dust. 

Collier  C.  Grant  was  finally  convinced 
that  his  attendance  was  requested.  . 

On  being  brought  before  “his  honor” 
his  knees  exhibited  the  movement  charac¬ 
terized  by  a  vibrating  violin  string.  His 
Honor  glanced  at  the  defendant’s  docile 
face,  uncut  hair,  and  long  ears,  and 
decided  that  he  owed  the  country' — one 
dollar. 

Grant  with  the  assistance  of  friends 
soon  paid  the  sum  and  since  then  has  been 
living  in  seclusion — partly  to  atone  for  his 
heinous  sin,  but  chiefly  to  replenish  his 
lost  fortune. 


Prophet's  Shade 

Continued  from  page  i . 
applied  a  cold  haircut.  (Miss  Pedley  has 
retired  to  an  ostrich  farm  to  renew  her 
plumage — -Ed.) 

The  less  said  of  the  fourth  act  the 
better.  The  three  witches — (Misses  Hill, 
Frawley  and  Ferguson)  (Unionists)- — 
wheezed  “When  shall  we  three  weep 
again”.  Miss  Hugh  McLaughlin  cried, 
“Next  March,”  and  this  precipitated  the 
battle  in  which  Macbeth  cried,  “Drive  on 
Macduff,  we’ll  not  have  fish  to-day.” 

The  grand  finale  was  something  terrific. 
Suddenly  as  though  by  some  inspiration 
the  fair  actresses  reached  such  a  frenzy 
that  the  audience  demanded  rain  checks, 
which  were  denied  because  more  than  five 
innings  had  been  play'ed. 

After  the  delightful  ceremony  was  over 
the  Tenderers  of  Shakespear  betook  them¬ 
selves  to  the  Tremont  House  and  indulged 
in  a  magnificent  banquet  at  the  free  lunch 
counter.  Then  they  returned  to  their 
parental  domiciles  and  repented  ever 
after. 

We  note  in  the  London  Times  that  on 
the  very  evening  our  Dramatic  Club 
rended  Shakespear,  his  corpse  at  Stratford- 
on-Avon  kicked  a  corner  off  his  monument 
— uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  the 
crown. 
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B  L  A  S  T 


E  V  E  N  I  X  G 


Astute  Research  by 
Blast  Archaeologist 

STARTLING  REVELATIONS 

Wonderful  Discoveries  in 
Hitherto  Unknown 
Realm. 

The  Editor  of  Torontonensis  came  into 
The  Blast  office  the  other  day  in  an 
agony  of  doubt  and  gout  and  informed  the 
staff  that  he  was  short  of  biographies. 
Fervently  blessing  The  Blast,  he  com¬ 
missioned  our  Special  Archaeologist  to 
write  a  few  for  him.  We  immediately  put 
our  staff  of  experts  to  work  and  after  un¬ 
believable  and  Gargantuan  labors,  they 
put  the  following  biographies  before  us. 
(Editor’s  note.) 

HAROLD  V.  WRONG 
Harold  came,  alas!  all  too  soon,  to  this 
University  some  three  short  years  ago. 
He  immediately  sprang  into  fame  on 
account  of  his  treatise  upon  “The  Ro¬ 
mance  of  the  College  Yells  of  Oxford  and 
Cambridge”.  Later  he  addressed  the 
Historical  Club  on  “Why  a  broad  A 
should  be  inserted  into  one’s  words,  when 
at  Murray  Bay’’.  Great  trouble  was 
•  experienced  in  searching  out  Harold’s 
ancestry,  owing  to  the  obscurity  of  his 
birth.  It  may  be  asserted,  however,  that 
his  Kinship  with  Baalam’s  Ass  is  fairly 
well  proven.  When  he  finishes  his  course 
here,  Harold  is  to  tour  the  States  lecturing 
on,  “  The  English  University  as  a  Tonic”. 

ROBERT  B.  JOHNSTON 
Robert,  who  was  originally  known  as 
Jumbo,  came  to  us  a  fine,  strapping  lout 
and  was  made  President  of  the  First  Year. 
(He  has  never  recovered.)  His  first  an¬ 
cestor,  of  whom  we  have  any  record,  was 
Friar  Tuck.  He  also  comes  from  the  line 
of  King  Robert  of  Sicily.  Pantagruel  and 
Sir  John  Falstaff  are  among  his  later  re¬ 
latives.  It  may  be  stated  in  conclusion 
that  he  is  associated  in  the  management  of 
the  Cafe  de  Champion,  Chicago. 

GEORGE  R.  ANNABLE 
When  Georgie  first  saw  the  light  of  day, 
the  usual  portents  that  acclaim  the  birth 
of  a  great  man  were  absent,  but  instead 
there  was  heard  a  great  yowling  of  cats 
throughout  the  land.  Whilst  George  was 
yet  but  a  boy,  his  father,  watching  his 
expertness  with  marbles,  prophesied  that 
he  would  become  a  great  financier. 
Since  coming  to  Varsity,  he  has  lived  an 
unobtrusive  but  acquisitive  life  (i.e., 
acquisitive  of  everything  but  Knowledge), 
his  reputation  as  a  pawnbroker  being 
well  known.  For  the  beginning  of 
George’s  ancestry  we  had  to  go  to  pre¬ 
evolutionary  times  and  found  him  in 
direct  line  with  the  original  hook-worm. 
Among  his  more  immediate  relatives  we 
note,  Barabbas,  Capt.  Kidd,  Dick  Turpin 
and  Oscar  Wilde. 

A.  M.  LATCHFORD 
“Latch”  came  to  Varsity  owing  to  a 
perverse  kink  in  his  nature,  that  forces 
him  to  always  do  the  wrong  thing  at  the 
wrong  time.  He  first  came  into  promin¬ 
ence  through  the  blindness  of  Bole,  who 
explained  that  he  had  found  him  wander¬ 
ing  aimlessly  about  an  International 
Boundary  Survey.  While  only  a  freshie, 
Latch  gained  great  fame  for  the  lucidness 
of  his  explanations  as  to  why  he  missed  so 
Continued  on  page  4,  column  4. 


BILL  OF  FARE 

UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO  DINING  HALL 
European  Plants,  U.S.A.  Plan,  Table 
D’hote. 

The  Dining  Hall  wishes  to  announce 
the  Luncheons  for  the  following  days,  so 
as  to  impress  the  variety  upon  our 
readers. 

Luncheon 

Saturday — - 

Shadow  Soup 
(Aqua  distillatum) 

Cold  Beef 
(Bouvine  a  la  mort) 

Vinegar  Pickles 

Sunday — - 

Cold  Beef 

(Residue  de  Saturday) 

Shadow  Soup 
(Reheat  and  sterilazatione) 

Vinegar  Pickles 

Monday — 

Vinegar  Pickles 
(Cucumbair  et  acetique) 

Could  Beaf 
(Escape  de  previous) 

Shadow  Bouillon 
(Dishwatair) 

Motto — “Dead  men  tell  no  tales." 


Tragedies  of  a  Great  City 

In  the  days  of  adolescence  there  was  an 
automobile  party  and  great  was  the  joy 
thereof,  and  the  members  consisted  of  four 
students  and  three  co-eds.  And  one  acted 
as  chauffeur,  and  fortunately  the  car 
would  only  seat  five  and  there  was  not 
room  for  all  the  ladies  on  the  seats.  So 
they  had  to  find  room  elsewhere  and  that 
was  on  the  part  that  disappears  when  one 
stands  up,  and  then  was  there  the  making 
of  a  beauteous  time. 

But  all  good  things  must  come  to  the 
last  and  it  was  necessary  to  deliver  the 
co-eds  to  their  various  residences.  So  in 
sorrow  and  sadness  they  wended  their  way 
to  Bloor  Street  to  let  off  one  of  the  souls  of 
bliss,  and  the  parting  was  indeed  sad. 
Standing  up  to  say  good-bye,  this  fair 
offspring  of  Eros  could  not  tear  herself 
away — but  this  was  for  an  ulterior  reason. 
Strange  indeed  are  the  ways  of  auto¬ 
mobile  fore-doors,  and  crushed  straw¬ 
berry  opera  cloaks  catch  in  peculiar 
places.  Consternation  reigned  supreme 
for  though  the  men  objected  not,  yet  as  the 
lady’s  mother  remarked — “The  hour  is 
late  and  young  girls  need  sleep.”  So  the 
whole  party  was  in  an  uproar.  And  one 
brought  out  a  jack  and  another  a  screw¬ 
driver  and  mechanical  ability  was  im¬ 
pressed,  and  finally,  to  the  great  delight 
of  the  assembled  multitude,  the  fair 
prisoner  was  released,  and  the  street  car 
service  was  resumed. 


POLICE  COURT  TO-DAY 


Hearst  and  Stevenson,  the  tally-ho 
spielers  of  the  Varsity  Press  rubberneck 
motor  truck  who  were  apprehended 
breaking  the  speed  limit  round  the  Belt 
Line — -while  the  car  was  standing  still — - 
on  Monday  evening  at  6  o’clock  were 
released  on  suspended  sentence. 

Judgment  has  been  reserved  in  the 
breach  of  promise  case  of  a  Brantford 
young  lady  vs.  P.  T.  Dowling,  editor  of 
Torontonensis.  The  case  was  heard  in 
ca  mera. 


Opening  Bawl 

Huge  Success 

ELITE  FOREGATHER 

New  Government  House  in  the 
Ward  Scene  of  Brilliant 
Cataclysm 

Amid  the  effulgent  smoke  of  tallow- 
j  dips  and  locomotive  head-lights,  to  the 
I  tintillating  and  devastating  music  of 
motor  horns,  cymbals,  and  other  machin- 
j  ery,  the  twinkling  feet  of  the  proletariat 
I  glanced  in  and  out  over  the  superbly  suet- 
polished  and  knotty  floor  of  the  ballroom 
of  the  new  Government  House  in  the 
Ward.  The  occasion  of  this  spiffliffkus 
assembly  was  the  annual  opening  Bawl 
!  last  evening  inaugurating  the  new  Session 
of  the  Government.  The  large  crowd 
present  enjoyed  the  nefarious  strains  dis- 
:  cussed  by  Black  Hand  Tony’s  Orchestra, 
until  an  early  hour  this  morning.  The 
catering  and  decorations  were  in  charge  of 
S.  H.  Knox  &  Co.,  and  left  all  to  be 
|  desired.  Guests  were  present  from 
j  Mimico,  Guelph,  Kingston,  St.  Vincent  de 
Paul,  and  Sing-Sing. 

Of  course  the  most  striking  gown  of  the 
evening  was  that  of  the  wife  of  the  Prime 
;  Minister.  Mrs.  Lloyd,  with  charming 
sang-froid,  was  decorated  with  a  creation 
j  which  displayed  to  advantage  the  present 
craze  for  Chantilly  lace,  it  being  combined 
with  variegated  Brebner  satin,  with 
cabochons  to  correspond.  The  wife  of  the 
leader  of  the  Opposition  exemplified  the 
popular  feature  of  present  styles  shown  in 
the  combination  of  two  materials, — Mrs. 
Holmes’  frock  being  of  Hutton  messaline 
and  Falconer  velvet,  with  piping  of  brick- 
dust  hemp. 

Among  the  other  dazzling  and  brilliant 
fixtures  worn  were  noticed  the  following: 

Mrs.  the  Hon.  O.  Mississippi  Irwin,  in 
point  de  Venise  drapery  over  Mavor 
charmeuse  satin;  Mrs.  the  Hon.  W.  R. 
McDonald,  in  a  pink  coral  necklace,  with 
slippers  to  match;  Mrs.  Hon.  John  T. 
Jenkins,  in  Tennyson  crepe  silk  and  a 
Browning  girdle;  Mrs.  Hon.  S.  Jollier 
Cook,  in  half-shot  silk  and  Delury  taffeta; 
Mrs.  Hon.  Fat  Head  McCallum  in  an 
Abbott  aigrette,  showing  the  perfect 
jurore  for  yellow  this  winter  in  a  winsome 
fevers  on  the  skirt;  Mrs.  Hon.  E.  A. 
Tamson  in  a  demure  confection  of  Glas¬ 
gow  cheviot  and  Stirling  eponge;  Mrs. 
Hon.  M.  J.  Wilson  in  a  Gaby  Delys  dog- 
jollar  and  Grasett  bangles;  Mrs.  Hon. 
Gee-Gee  Galloway  in  Alexander  zibeline 
and  mouse:coloured  accordion  pleating 
in  the  hem;  Mrs. Hon.  T.  D.  Leonard  in  a 
lias  effect. 

1  Mrs.  N.  J.  Gallagher  wore  Keir  Hardie 
chiffon  with  great  eclat;  Mrs.  Hittem 
Again  Harrison  was  stunning  in  a  Pedley 
coiffure  with  gloves  to  match;  Mrs.  H.  N. 
McCorkindale  looked  sweet  in  the  smile 
made  famous  by  J.  F.  Dales  when  elected 
class  treasurer;  Mrs.  J.  G.  Leckie  in  a 


Brussels  sprouts;  Mrs.  P.  Goforth  in  a 
Pilsener  shadow  lace  frock  with  Robes¬ 
pierre  collar  and  Pabst  trimmings;  Mrs. 
Seedy  Apple  Gardiner  in  moss-back 
coloured  broadcloth,  with  fourteen-gored 
Squair  serge  skirt;  Mrs.  D.  P.  McDougall 


SENSATIONAL  EVIDENCE 

AT  INVESTIGATION 

Business  Manager  of  Varsity 
goes  far  Towards  Clearing 
Mystery 

A  startling  incidence  of  the  worthy 
Business  Manager's  perspicacity  was 
given  at  the  late  investigation  by  the 
Police  Commissioners.  When  the  gentle¬ 
man  in  question,  answered  to  another 
name,  he  stepped  into  the  witness  box 
with  his  usual  admirable  self-command 
writ  large  over  his  benign  visage. 

"What,  sir,  do  you  know  of  this  out¬ 
rage?”  asked  Judge  Winchester. 

“Absolutely  nothing,  sir,”  remarked 
our  hero,  wiggling  his  ears  after  the  manner 
of  his  kind,  “except  from  hearsay.” 

He  then  stepped  down. 

Books  We  Did  Not  Want 
to  Receive 

COMMENTS  BY  CRITICS. 

Unfortunate  Authors  Sent  into 
Hysterics  by  Consideration 

“How  to  Take  Notes,”  by  John 
Collins.  “Well  written,  giving  a  lurid 
account  of  the  art  of  copying  notes  ver¬ 
batim.” — New  York  Sun. 

“The  Art  of  Straight  Pool,”  by  J.  N. 
Goold  and  S.  W.  Schreiter.  “Filled  with 
thrilling  adventures  in  the  pool  room  of 
the  Union.  Many  delicate  touches  of 
humor  detected  with  aid  of  microscope.” 

■ —  Varsity. 

“Boston  a  Science,  Dy  Latchford. 
“Sarcasm  and  invectives  directed  against 
his  contemporaries,  Goold  and  Schreiter 
The  creation  of  a  master  hand.” 

— Canada  Gazette. 

“Clearing  Cook’s  Veracity,”  by  Paul 
Goforth.  “Clears  Doctor  Cook  of  all 
veracity.  Shows  writer's  keen  perception, 
subtle  wit  and  unbiassed  attitude.” 

— Pall  Mall. 

"The  Straight  and  Narrow  Way,”  by 
E.  J.  Robertson.  “Based  upon  principles 
of  purity  and  virtue,  the  magnetic  power 
giving  the  reader  such  an  impulse  on  that 
greatly  desired  good  that  he  never  can 
recover.” — Calgary  Eye  Opener. 

“How  to  Learn  to  Dance,”  by  J.  M. 
Bullen.  “A  touching  autobiography.” 

- — Jack  Canuck. 

“  Philosophy  of  Desideratum,”  by  Hugh 
MacLaughlin.  “The  true  history  of  the 
Old  Lit.  Caucus.” 

in  a  novel  effect  of  Ridpath’s  gunny-sack¬ 
ing;  Mrs.  W.  J.  Thompson  in  a  Petrolea 
golf-jacket  with  Kingston  Road  passemen¬ 
terie  motifs  on  lapels  and  cuffs;  Mrs. 
Awful  Misfit  Latchford  in  Boston  Pool 
taupe  and  Union  six-gored  shawl  collar; 
Mrs.  M.  H.  Gillam  in  wigwam  rhine¬ 
stones,  with  Paleface  straight  pleated 
flounce 

The  gathering  broke  up  at  an  early 
hour  in  disorder,  owing  to  the  discovery 
by  Constable  Christie  that  Mel  Brock  was 
campaigning  for  the  permanent  Class 
Presidency,  on  the  strict  q.t.  Interviewed 
by  The  Blast,  Mr.  Brock  denied  the 
accusation  with  tears,  vowing  all  the 
torments  of  Tophet  on  the  miscreants 
who  had  been  bright  enough  to  make  the 
discovery. 
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B  LAS  T 


WHO’S  WHO  AND  WHY  NOT 

Mel  Brock — Jack-of-All-Trades. 

Bob  Johnston  — -  The  Walking  Tele-  ! 
phone. 

Joe  Bullen — -The  Dancing  Master. 

Herb  Taylor — Get-rich-quick- Walling¬ 
ford. 

W.  R.  Smith — Also-ran  (nice  fellow). 

H.  A.  Harrison — -Hamlet’s  Ghost. 
Johann  Franciso  Dales — Old  King  Cole,  j 
H.  N  Barry — -Babbling  Brook. 

W.  J.  Beaton — Romeo. 

A.  M.  Doyle — -Conversationalist. 

P.  Goforth — Rabelais. 

H.  Holmes — -Spring  Heel  Jack. 

Bob  Grass — -King  of  Lilliput. 

Tommy  Hinds — -Bashful  Mr.  Bach. 

W.  G.  Egbert — Diamond  Dick. 

E.  W.  Moshier — Lost  or  Found. 

Billy  Milne — -Me,  Him  and  I. 

C.  A.  MacKay — The  Three  Twins. 


IT  MIGHT  BE  POSSIBLE 


That  by  good  conduct  A.  R.  M. 
Lower  might  be  admitted  to  the  Star 
Theatre. 

That  Herb  Taylor  might  let  a  day  pass 
without  asking  some  one  if  he  has  paid  his 
Union  fees. 

That  on  account  of  the  “frost”  Stan 
Brocklebank  may  find  it  very  cold  this 
winter. 

That  G.  C.  Patterson  may  have  to  take 
an  understudy  to  help  him  out  with  his 
work  in  third-year  general. 

That  D.  B.  Coleman  thinks  he  is  fooling 
some  people  when  he  tells  them  he  is  not 
doing  any  work  this  year. 

That  W.  C.  Kester  may  receive  the 
position  as  soloist  of  the  11  Unionist 
Choir”  at  the  “Lit.” 


BOOM 

Continued  from  page  i . 

Hon.  Tilerium  Dremens  Leonard, 
G.R.E.E.N., 

Minister  of  Outbreaks  and  Oddities. 
Hon.  Mount  Jaffa  Wilson,  T.O.M.E.S., 
Minister  of  Manuscripts  and  Matrimony. 
OPPOSITION 

Harmless  Holmes,  R.O.W.(H.)E.L.L., 

Member  for  North  Oxford. 
(H)Iseec  Nicodemus  McCorkindale, 
S.T.U.C.K., 

Member  for  Jerusalem. 
Wooly  Junk  Thompson,  C.H.E.A.P., 

Member  for  Iceland. 
Hittem  Again  Harrison,  Bra.  V.O., 

Member  for  the  North  Atlantic. 
Prehistoric  vander  Goforth,  “R.A.G.S.” 

Member  for  Limburger. 
Seedy  Apple  Gardiner,  B.A.C.K.L.O.T., 
Member  for  Strawstack  Corners. 
Dewar’s  Peruna  McDougall,  P.R.O.S.E., 
Member  for  Mauriceville. 
Awful  Misfit  Latchford,  D.- — — D., 

Member  for  Johns  Hopkins. 
Jemima  Genevieve  Leckie, 
B.R.O.I.L.E.R., 

Member  for  Queen’s  Hall. 
Mohawk  warHoop  Gillam,  S.C.A.L.P.S., 
Member  from  Carlisle. 


HEARD  IN  HASTING’S  MOTOR  CAR 
Hearst — -“She  had  just  been  applying 
some  cold  cream  when  I  tried  to  kiss  her.” 
Stevenson — -“And  what  happened?” 
Hearst — “  I  skidded  and  the  kiss  landed 
on  her  ear.” 


T  H  E 


E  V  F 


N  I  N  G 


OUR  DAILY  SHORT  STORY 

For  the  Litti.e  Ones. 

Once  upon  a  time,  there  was  a  very 
great  magician  named  Stevenson,  who 
had  the  strange  power  of  finding  things 
in  the  empty  air.  Now  this  magician 
had  with  him  a  very  terrible  ogre,  who 
was  called  Dowling.  And  these  two 
monsters  rode  on  an  aeroplane,  The 
Varsity.  And  these  two  creature--  went  j 
about  seeking  whom  they  might  de'our 

One  day,  as  they  were  sailing  drowsily 
along,  they  came  upon  a  horrible  frig 
policeman,  who  was  poring  over  a  huge 
tome,  labeled,  “Apologies  to  Chief  (Ira 
sett,”  by  C.  A.  McKay.  And  as  thev 
hovered  above  him,  a  great  desire  c^me 
upon  them  to  possess  the  book,  whijh  [ 
was  like  a  coat  of  many  colors,  bettg 
red  on  top  and  very  neatly  bound,  to 
being  creatures  of  impulse,  they  swoond 
down  on  the  unsuspecting  official  a|d 
rent  him  in  pieces,  and  his  cries  reached 
even  unto  the  skies,  but  they  avail! d  j 
nothing.  And  when  the}-  had  gotten  t  e  j 
Book,  they  found  it  contained  nothi  g  j 
but  water.  So  they  were  both  filled  wi  h  | 
great  anger,  for  they  were  total  abstaine  s  j 
— (from  water). 


War!  War!!  War!! 

NEWS  FROM  THE  FRONT 

Suspicious  Occurrence  in 
Midst  of  Oriental 
Divans 

When  Allah  Abdul  Pasha  saw  tin 
loved  feet  of  Bob  Fraser  sticking  serenely 
out  of  an  ash-barrel  standing  in  front  of 
the  harem  at  Constantinople,  our  long-lost 
correspondent  was  unearthed  at  last. 

Suspicion  at  once  arose  that  the  ash- 
barrel  episode  was  a  mere  subterfuge  to  be 
within  the  sacred  precincts  of  the  harem. 
But  Bob  gave  a  satisfactory  explanation. 

He  was  prowling  around  the  Turkish 
front  when  suddenly  an  attack  was 
delivered.  The  Turks  charged  and  the 
Bulgarians  followed.  In  the  fracas  that 
followed  our  hero  was  struck  upon  the 
seventh  rib  by  a  twelve-inch  shell,  but 
manuscripts  in  his  hip  pocket  averted  any 
calamity  that  might  have  otherwise 
ensued,  and  like  Roosevelt,  a  few  “hard 
facts”  saved  his  life.  But  the  impact  of 
the  shell  precipitated  him  head  first  into 
the  barrel,  nothing  remaining  visible 
except  two  slender  flagstaffs  with  number 
elevens  at  their  upper  extremities. 

When  rescued  he  said  he  often  left  his 
manuscripts  behind  him;  often  made  one 
hundred  yards  in  three  seconds;  in  fact  lie 
would  have  avoided  the  shell  only  it  grt 
a  head  start;  will  sue  the  Bulgarians  for 
a  new  pair  of  pants — no  real  claim  but 
will  fall  back  on  the  unwritten  law. 


ODE  TO  A  POLICE  CHIEF 


Oh!  thou  of  wooden  head  decadent, 
Think’st  then  apologies  are  latent 
In  every  student. 

Far  be  from  such  our  great  endeavour  < 
To  feel  ashamed  for  our  behaviour 
On  such  occasion. 

May  he  be  damned  to  perdition, 
Would  so  subvert  our  old  tradition 
Of  student  rows. 


THE  ANTHROPOID  APE 


(N.B.— The  editors  hold  themselves  in  no 
way  responsible  for  the  following ! 
article.] 

Our  text  is  an  excerpt  from  the  606 
verse,  the  23  chapter  of  the  book  of  St.  ! 
Brebner:“And  the  student  to  the  pro¬ 
fessor  is  as  the  ameboid  cell  to  the  hypo- 
theosis  of  protoplasm  and  vice  versa.”  | 
All  of  which  is  apropos  of  anything  but 
anthropomorphism. 

Have  ye,  ye  proud  of  perspicacious 
philomatic  propensities,  tarried  momen¬ 
tarily  on  your  downward  flow  in  this ; 
confluent  of  the  Pierian  Stream  in  its ; 
turbulently  sluggish  efforts  to  reach  the 
clarifying  prophylactic  waters  of  the  great 
world  beyond?  No,  ye  insignificant) 
ultramicroscopic  drops  of  stultified  ob¬ 
fuscated  asininity.  Such  as  ye  were 
never  made  to  soar;  to  be  the  playmate 
of  a  comet,  the  halo  of  a  star,  the  efful-  I 
gence  of  the  rainbow. 

Once  in  the  torrent's  onward  rush  at 
the  rate  of  a  mile  in  ten  hours  we  were  | 
whisked  aside  into  an  oxbow-cut-off,  and 
the  flotsam  and  jetsam  around  about  us 
sporifically  murmured  against  the  vicissi-  | 
tudes  of  their  sordid  world.  These  ener¬ 
vates.  with  tawdry  febrile  sentimentality,  j 
self-adulated  their  puny  souls;  pursued 
their  aggrandisement  by  aspersing,  de-  ! 
faming,  maligning  and  traducing  their 
peers,  oblivious  in  their  hypocrisy  to  the 
fact  that  their  spurious  animadversions 
recoiled, even  as  the  proverbial  boomerang,  j 
on  themselves.  Self-abnegation  was  to  ! 
them  unknown. 

Nauseated  by  the  vitiating  emanations  ! 
of  these  derelicts  we  bucked  the  stream,  j 
and  after  many  trials  and  tribulations 
passed  the  spring  of  Ananias,  the  copious 
fount  of  Hypocrisy.  In  the  beyond  the 
waters  were  deep  and  placid;  the  stench  of 
the  debris  was  left  behind  and  all  was  un¬ 
sullied  and  of  pristine  translucent  clear¬ 
ness.  We  were  in  the  source  waters  of 
truth.  Hark!  a  harmony  soared  from 
the  abysmal  depths  to  transcendental 
heights.  And  lo  and  behold,  a  voice  | 
cried:  “Go  ye  and  separate  the  grain  from 
the  chaff,  that  your  Alma  Mater  may 
turn  out  men— not  in  spite  of  her  incom¬ 
mensurate  courses,  for  they  must  be  extir-  J 
pated,  but  because  she  will  yet  provide  a  j 
training,  the  intrinsic  qualities  of  which 
will  inspire  her  sons  and  daughters  to , 
noble  deeds,  inculcate  grit  to  the  core,  I 
with  a  virility  that  will  neither  be  bought  ; 
nor  cowed,  unswerving  and  unflinching 
in  purpose,  steadfast  in  the  face  of  success  ! 
or  defeat,  slaves  to  their  exalted  ideals 
alone.” 

Wherefore  we  feel  it  incumbent  on  us  i 
to  criticise  the  inflexible  rule,  requiring  in 
all  courses  leading  to  the  degree  of  B.A.,  | 
at  least  two  years’  perusal  and  exhaustive 
study  of  the  derelict  languages  to  the 
exclusion  of  subjects  eminently  more  im-  j 
portant.  For  are  we  not  the  apostles,  the  j 
knights-errant,  the  crusaders  of  this  in- 
sanguinary  conflict — -verily  the  veritable 
appointees  of  the  immortal  Oracle  of 
Truth  whose  astral  eye  directs  the  Am¬ 
brosial  symphony  of  the  Spheres?  There-  j 
fore  we  are  in  a  position  to  bull-dogmati-  | 
cally  aver  that  the  compulsory  study  of 
Latin  or  Greek  in  all  our  courses  is  an  [ 
indubitable  sign  of  retrogression  in  our 
contemporary  university  life.  What  has  1 


SOCIETY  NOTES 


Mrs.  W.  R.  Smith  is  not  receiving  Mr. 
W.  R.  Smith  any  more  this  month. 

Mrs.  W \  J.  Beaton  and  Mrs.  H.  \  . 
Hearst  are  entertaining  next  week  in 
honour  of  their  friend,  Mrs.  R.  J.  Mutch- 
mor,  who  leaves  with  her  husband  for  the 
Foreign  Mission  field  in  China,  early  in 
the  spring. 

The  latest  Irish  crochet  collars  have  a 
border  motif  of  shirred  point  d’esprit  with 
Val.  insertion.  We  noticed  one  worn  with 
startling  effect  by  Mrs.  W.  C.  Kester  at 
Mrs.  A.  J.  Duncan’s  smart  tea  yesterday. 

Dame  Rumor  whispers  that  Mrs.  Mel 
Brock  and  Mrs.  Tommy  Hinds  have  left 
for  Nevada.  Mr.  Brock  could  not  be 
found  to  confirm  this  or  not;  Mr.  Hinds, 

interviewed,  said  “ - (lady  proofreaders 

refused  to  read  further  at  this  point — 
Ed.  Blast.) 

Mrs.  C.  B.  Hamil  has  been  elected 
President  of  the  Edmonton  Suffragette 
Association.  Mr.  Hamil  is  reported  to 
have  joined  the  York  Club.  (Printer’s 
error  only  confines  these  two  statements 
in  one  paragraph — Ed.  Blast.) 

ASTUTE  RESEARCH 

Continued  from  page  j. 
many  shots  in  Pool.  His  wonderful 
family  tree  is  worth  noting.  Beginning 
with  Ananias,  it  ends  with  Theodore 
Roosevelt.  Prominent  forbears  were 
Baron  Munchausen,  Peter  Abelard  and 
Elbert  Hubbard. 

At  this  point  it  became  evident  that  our 
stock  of  Ancestors  would  run  out  if  we 
wrote  more,  so  we  quietly  placed  the 
Editor  of  Torontonensis  in  the  waste 
basket  and  walked  out. 


“Don’t  you  think  the  Glee  Club  sings 
beautifully?” 

“Yea — -it  sounds  like  four  balls  with 
three  on  base.” 

Latin  to  do  with  a  Latitudinarian  or  vice 
versa?  Nothing.  With  a  modern  perspec¬ 
tive?  Nothing.  Shakespeare,  ’tis  said, 
knew  little  Latin  and  less  Greek.  Milton 
was  a  polished  Classical  scholar,  yet  the 
former’s  vocabulary  was  almost  double 
that  of  the  latter,  and  who  is  there  that 
will  say  that  the  Blind  Bard’s  works 
evidence  a  finer  discrimination  in  the 
shading  of  the  meaning  of  words  than  do 
those  of  the  Myriad  -  Minded  Man  ? 
Wonderful,  is  it  not,  that  Grant  Allen 
lamented  the  time  and  energy  he  had 
dissipated  in  the  study  of  the  Classics. 

To  the  vast  majority  of  the  students  the 
study  of  eugenics  and  sociology  is  of 
infinitely  greater  importance.  Yet  the 
graduate  issues  forth  from  the  University 
comparatively  ignorant  of  two  of  the  most 
important  questions  of  the  day — ques¬ 
tions  that  go  to  the  very  roots  of  society. 

This  deliberate  crucifixion  of  the 
vitally  important  on  a  cross  of  archaic 
prejudice  and  retrogressive  tradition  seems 
to  evidence  culpable  dereliction  of  duty 
on  the  part  of  the  body  responsible. 

When  will  our  courses  be  framed, 
compatible  and  commensurate  with 
the  requirements  of  modern  life  ? 
Is  it  to  be  wondered  at  that  Robert 
Ingersoll  stigmatized  universities  as  in¬ 
stitutions  that  tarnish  diamonds  and 
polish  stones?  Do  misanthropes  hold  the 
balance  of  power  in  our  oligarchic  caput, 
senate,  council,  et  al.?  ‘‘By  their  fruits  ye 
shall  know  them.” 


